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massaged the muscles of his neck. I brought him the heating pad
and a pot of hot chocolate. He declined the pad, threw out the
chocolate. In those black, sleepless moods, a devil seems to possess
him. After working himself into a fury, Dick jerked the bedclothes
from his bed and stamped off to the couch in his dressing room. I
put my head under the blankets so he couldn't hear and cried my-
self to sleep.
Before that week was over, I was at my wits' end. Dick made the
children's existence a misery and he made himself sick, horribly
sick, from nerves and strain. He couldn't eat; he couldn't go to
work. I tried him with milk toast, I tried him with a young boiled
chicken—cooked French style with leeks and a single carrot—I
tried him with my special gelatins. Finally I called the doctor. As
usual, our doctor found nothing physically wrong and, as usual,
recommended a change of scenery.
With our family a change of scenery means piling in the station
wagon and driving to the mountains. We bought a cabin the sum-
mer Janet was born. In the old days, Dick was as big a kid about
roughing it as any of my other children. It used to be the five of
them could hardly wait for the camping season to begin. Ordi-
narily we keep the cabin closed from Christmas until June. When
I suggested we open it for an early week end the youngsters were
wildly enthusiastic. Dick himself seemed agreeable to the idea;
anyway, he didn't say no. I hoped the mountain air would be relax-
ing and help him to unwind. I hoped the good times he'd had
there in the past would bring him to himself. On the evening of
our arrival I could see we might as well have stayed at home. Dick
was indifferent to everything and plainly showed it.
Neither Dick nor I have happy recollections of childhood. I
have tried to build up pleasant traditions and customs for our own
children to remember in later years. We have family jokes, family
rules and regulations, family singing and reading aloud; we even
have a family burial ground for pets.
Every year Dick is supposed to lay and light the first fire of the
family camping season. This time he forgot the fire-lighting cere-

